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Bergeant McCOlintock 48 an American
boy of Lexington, Ky., who has scen
service in France, was decorated for
bravery, wounded, invalided home and
now & relurning to accept a commis-
gion. This is the fourth article in the
series. In the firat article he told of
his training up to the point where he
reached the front line trenches. In the
second he outlined the claborate prepa-
rations for a bomb raid, and in the
third the disasirous raid was described.

FEW days after the bombing

raid, which ended so disastrous-

ly for us, our battalion was re-
lieved from duty on the front line, and
the tip we got was that we were to go
down to the big show then taking
place on the Somme. Our relief was
a division of Australians. You see,
the sector which we had held in Bel-
gium was a sort of preparatory school
for the regular fighting over in France

It wasn't long before we got into
what you might ecall the big league
contest, but in the meanwhile we bad
a little rest from battling Fritz and
the opportunity to observe some things
which seem to me to be worth teiling
about. Those of you who are exclu-
sively fond of the stirring detall of
war, such as shooting and being shot
at snd bombing and bayoneting, need
only skip a little of this. We had an
entirely satisfactory amount of smoke
and excitement later.

As soon as our rellef battalion had
got in we moved back to Poperinghe
for a couple of days’ rest. We were a
pretty contented and jovial lot, our
platoon especially, We were all glad o
get away from the strain of bolding a
front trench, and there were other ad-
vantages. For instance, the altera-

tions of our muster due to casualties
bad not come through battalion head-
quarters, and therefore we had in our
platoon sixty-three rum rations night
and morning and only sixteen men.
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Sergeant Alexander McClintock of Lex-
ington, Ky., and the Canadian Army Has
Gripping Tale That Every American Will
Read, For He Tells the Facts—Unadorn-
ed. Wounded, a Distingunished Conduct
Medal Man, He Was Invalided Home,
but Is Going “Out There” Again to Fight
For Uncle Sam and His Allies. An In-
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' generals had decided it was time to

| they had sent regular troops like the
| Australians in to relieve the Canadians.

Interesting, Personal Narrative,

4

tle was toid me by one of our men,
who said he was there when it began.
He said one of the Australians had
carelessly remarked that the British

get through with the sideshow in Bel-
glum, and this was the reason why

Then some sensitive Canadian wish-
ed the Aaustralians luck and hoped
they'd finish it up as well as they had
the affair in the Dardanelles. After
that our two days' rest was made up
principally of beating it out of esta-
minas when strategic requirements
suggested a new bhase or beating it into
estaminas when it looked as if we
could act as eflicient re-enforcements.
That fight never stopped for forty-eight
hours, and the only places it didn't
include were the church and the hos-
pitals. TI'll bet to this day that the
Belgians who run the estaminas in
Poperinghe will duck behind the bars
if you just mention Canada and Aus-
tralia in the same breath.

But I'm bound to say that it was
good, clean fighting. Nobody fired a
shot, nobody pulled a bayonet, and no-

effect which could only be defined as
dynamie. After our men had become
acquainted with them through personal
experience they stopped calling them
“number npines” and called them
“whiz-bangs.” There were only two
possibilities of error under Major Gil-
day's system of simplified medicine.
One was to take a whiz-bang for
trench feet and the other to use whale
oil externally for some form of diges-
tional hesitancy. And in either case
no permanent harm could result, while
the error was as simple of correction
as the command “about face.” Blighty
was therefore not very popular with
our battalion, blighty being the trench
name for the hospital.

Two weeks and a half after we left
Belglum we arrived at Albert, having
marched all the way. The sight which
met our eyes as we rounded the rock
quarry hill outside of Albert was won-
derful beyond description. I remem-
ber how tremendously it Impressed
my pal, Macfarlane. He sat by the
roadside and looked round over the
landscape as Iif he were fascinated.

“Boy,” said he, “we're at the big
show at last."

Poor fellow! It was not only the big
ghow, but the last performance for

body got the wrong idea about any-
thing. The
champion who landed on me went
right out in the street and saluted one
of our licutenants. We had just one
satisfying reflection after the fight was
over—the Australinn battalion that re-
lleved us fell heir to the counterattack
which the Germans sent across Lo even
ugp on our bombing raid.

Dowa to the Somme.

We began our march to the Somme
by a hike to St, Omer, the first Brit-
ish beadquarters in Europe. Then we
stopped for a week about twenty miles
from Calais, where we underwent a
course of intensified trainlng for open
fighting. The infantry tacties, in
which we were drilled, were very simi-
lar to those of the United States army,
those which, in fact, were originated
by the United States troops in the days
of Indian fizhting. We covered most
of the ground around Calals on our
stomachs in open order. While it may
seem impertinent for me, a mere non-
com, to express an opinion about the
larger affairs of the campaign, 1 think
I may be excused for saying that the
war didn't at all take the course which

fight on the Somme. Undoubtedly the
allies expecied to break through the
German line. That is well known now.
While we were being trained near Ca-
lais for open warfare a very large
force of cavalry.was being assembled
and prepared for the same purpose. It
was never used,

That was last August, and the allies
haven't broken through yet Even-
tually I Dbelieve they will break

It Was Good Clean Fighting. Nobedy
Fired a Shot.

There was a Canadian Scot In our
crowd who said that the only word
which described the situation was
“g-rrr-a-nd!”

There was a good deal of jealousy at
that time between the Canadians and
the Australians. Each bad the same
force in the field—four divisions. Ei-
ther force was bigger than any other
army composed exclusively of volun-
teers ever before assembled. While I
belong to the Canadian army and be-
lieve the Canadian overseas forces the
finest troops ever led to war, I must
gay that 1 have never seen a body of
men so magnificent in average physique

as the Australians. And some of them |

were even above the high average. The
man that punched me in the eye in an
“estamina” in Poperinghe made up en-
tirely in his own person for the ab-
sence of Les Darcy from the Austra-

lisn ranks. 1 dou’t know just how the |
fizht started between the Australlans
know that

and os In Poperinghe,
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through, but in my opinion men who
are drawn for service in the first
half million of our new American
army will be veterans in Europe before

the big break comes which will wreck |

the Prussian hope of success in this
war. And if we of the U. S. A. don’t

thirow in the welght to beat the Prus- |

gians now they will not be beaten, and
in that case the day will not be very

far distunt when we will have to beat.'
them to suve our homes and our na- |

tion. War is a dreadful and inglorious
and ill smelling and cruel thing.
if we hold back now we will be in the
logical position of a man hesitating to
go to grips with a drunken, savage,
shrieking, spewing maniac who bas all
. but whipped hLis proper keepers and is
going after the onlooker. However, 1
wish we bad had two months more of
. weather on the Somme. There might
, have been a different story to tell

Simplified Medicine.
We got drafts of recruits before we

went to the Somme, and some of our
: wounded men were sent back to Eng- |

'land. where we had left our “safety
first battalion.” That was really the

. Fifty-first battalion of the Fourth di- |

vision of the Canadian forces, com-
posed of the physically rejected, men
| recovering from wounds and men in-
' jured in training. The Tommies, how-
‘ ever, called it the “safety first” or “Ma-
| jor Gilday's Light infantry.”

| Gilday was our battalion surgeon. He
| was immensely popular, and be achiev-

lei!l a great name for himself. He made !

|one realize what a great personal
iforce a doctor can be and what an un-
necessary elaboration there is In the
civil practice of medicine,

Under Major Gilday's administration
no man in our battalion was sick if he
could walk, and if he couldn't walk
gthere was & ble suspicion that
_he was drunk./] The major simplified
]msdtclne dowil to an exact science of
two forms of treaiment and two rem-
edies—"number nines” and whale oil
which, if they had : -

Australian heavywelght

was expected and hoped for after the

But |

Major |

“Boy,” said he, “we're at the big show
at last.”

him. Within sight of the spot where
he sat wondering he later fell in action
and died. The scene which so im-
pressed him gave us all a feeling of
great awe, Great shells from a thou-
sand guns were streaking and criss-
crossing the sky. Without glasses I
counted thirty-nine of our observation
balloons. Away off in the distance I
saw one German captive balloon. The
other alreraft were uncountable. They
were everywhere, apparently in hun-
dreds. There could have been no more
wonderful panorama plcture of war in
its new aspect.

Our battalion was in and out of the

S, PARIS, KY. .

‘e

pets or dugouts. The communication
trenches were all blown in, and every-

l thing had to come to us overland, with

the result that we never were quite
sure when we would get ammunition,
rations or relief forces. The most aw-
ful thing was that the soil all about us
was filled with freshly buried men. If
We undertook to cut a trench or en-
large a funk bole our spades struck
into human flesh and the explosion of
a big shell along our line sent decom-
posed and dismembered and sickening
mementos of an earlier fight shower-
ing among us. We lived in the muck
and stench of “glorious"” war, those of
us who lived.

The German Dugout—and What
They Found.

Here and there along this line were
the abandoned dugouts of the Ger-
mans, and we made what use of them
we could, but that was little. I had
orders one day to locate a dugout and
prepare it for use as battalion head-
quarters. When 1 led a squad In to
clean it up the odor was so overpower-
ing that we had to put on our gas
masks. On entering we first saw two
dead purses with our ghastly flash-
lights, one standing with her arm
around a post, just as she had stood
when gas or concussion killed her.
Seated at a table in the middle of the
place was the body of an old general
of the German medical corps, his head
fallen between his hands. The task
of cleaning up was too dreadful for
us. We just tossed in four or five
fumite bombs and beat it out of there.
A few hours later we went Into the
seared and empty cavern, made the
roof safe with new timbers and noti-
fied battalion headquarters that the
place could be occupied.

During this time I witnessed a scene
which, with some others, 1 shall never
forget. An old chaplain of the Cana-
dian forces came to our trench section
seeking the grave of his son, which
had been marked for him on a rude
map by an officer who had seen the
young man's burial. We managed to
find the spot, and at the old chaplain’s
request we exhumed the body. Some
of us suggested to him that he give us
the identification marks and retire out
of range of the shells which were
bursting all around us, We argued
that it was unwise for him to remain
in danger, but what we really intended
was that he should be saved the horror
of seeing the pitiful thing which our
spades were about to uncover.

“1 shall remain.” was all he said
*He was my boy."

It proved that we had found the
right body. One of our men tried to

clear the features with his handker-
chief, but ended by spreading the
bandkerchief over the face. The old
chaplnin stood beside the body and

town of Albert several days waliting
for orders. The battle of Courcelette
was then in progress, and the First,
Second and Third Canadian divisions
. were holding front positions at terri-
ble cost. In the first part of October,
1916, we "went in” opposite the fa-
mous Regina trench. The battleground
was just miles and miles of debris and
 shell holes. Before we went to our
position the officers and non-coms
were taken in by scouts to get the lay
of the land. These trips were called
| “Cook’'s tours.” On one of them I
went through the town of Poizers
twice and didn't know it. It had a
| population of 12,000 before the war.
| On the spot where it had stood not
| even a whole brick was left, it seemed.
Its demolition was complete. That
' was an example of the condition of the
| whole country over which our forces
had blasted their way for ten miles
since the previous July. There were
not even Jandmarks le

The “Cook’s Tour.”

On the night when we went in to in-
spect the positions we were to hold, our
scouts, leading us through the flat des
ert of destruction, got completely turn-
ed round and took us back through a
trench composed of shell holes con-
nected up until we ran into a battal-
fon of another brigade, The place was
dreadful beyond words. The stench
of the dead was sickening. In many
places arms and legs of dead men
stuck out of the trench walls.

We made a fresh start after our blun-
der, moving in single file and keeping
in tonch each with the man ahead of
him. We stumbled along in the dark-
ness through this awful labyrinth until
we ran into some of our own scouts
‘at 2 a. m, and found that we were

halfway across No Man's land, sev-

eral hundred yards beyond our front
| line and likely to be utterly wiped out
in twenty seconds should the Germans
gight us. Fine guides we had on this
“Cook’s tour.” At last we reached
our proper position, and fifteen min-
utes after we got there a whiz-bang, a
' low explosive murderer, buried me
! completely. They had to dig me out
| A few minutes later a high explosive
| shell fell in a trench section where
three of our men were stationed, All
we could find after it exploded were
one arm and one leg, which we buried.
The trenches were without trench
mats, and the mud was from six inches
to three feet deep all through them.
There were no dugouts, only merely
| miserable “funk holes,” dug where it
was possible to dig them without un-
i covering dead men. We remained in
' this position four days, from the 17th
i to the 21st of October, 1916.

There were reasons, of course, for
' the difference between conditions in

Belgium and on the Somme. On the

Somme we Were constantly preparing
' for a new advance, and we were only
temporarily established on ground

. which we had but recently taken after

{ long drumming with big guns. ‘The
" irenches were merely shell boles con-

pected by ditches, Our old and ubiqui-

useful

:

removed his trench heimet. baring his
gray Liead to a drizzle of rain that was
falling. Then while we stooll by si-
lently his voice rose amid the noise of
bursting shells, repeating the burial
service of the Chureh of England. 1
have never been so impressed by any-
thiug in my life as by that scene.

The dead mian was a young captaln.
He had been married to a lady of Bal-
timore just before the outbreak of the
war.

The philosophy of the British Tom-
mies and the Canadians and the Ans-

His Voice Rose Amid the Noise of
Bursting Shells.

tralians on the Somme was a remark-
able reflection of their fne courage
through all that hell, They went about
their work paying no attention to the
fiying death about them.

“If Fritz bas a shell with your name
and number on it,” said a British Tom-
my to me one day, “you're going to get
it, whether you're in the front line or
seven miles back; if he basn't, you're
all right.” '

Fine fighters all. And the Scotch
kilties, lovingly called by the Germans
“the women from hell,” have the re-
spect of all armies. We saw little of
the poilus, except a few on leave. All
the men are self sacrificing to one an-
otber in that big melting pot from
which so few ever emerge whole. The
only things it is legitimate to steal in
the code of the trenclies are rmm and
“fags” (cigarettes). Every other pos-
gesslon is as safe as If it wore a patent
lock.

The fifth article of this remarkable
personal narrative will appear soon
It is entitled:

No. 5—~Wounded In Action.
This article describes the terrible fight
the dead and dying, the loss of
the fnal falling of :
Man's Land: Simply told, it is
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BARGAINS

IN ALL

LOW FOOTWEAR

Women’s Men's and Children’s
Pumps and Oxferds at less than
present cost. You can save $1.00
or $1.50 on each pair. All styles
and all sizes: Don't delay, as
they are going fast.

HARRY LINVILLE

Bourbon Laundry
DAVIS & FUNK, Props.

West 5 Street

Telephone No. 4.

Satistaction is Our
Wotchword

With all the latest im-
provements in laundry
appliances and expert

helpers we are prepared
to do work inferior to

none, and solicit your
patronage.

_—

Bourbon Laundry,

Paris Kentucky.

OPPORTUNITY!

Mr. R. F. Clendenin, Associate General Agent for
the Northwestern Mutual Life Insurance Company, in
one day recently, sold $100,000 worth of life insurance
over local and long distance lines of the Home Telephone
Company and because of such an amount of business
accumulated in one day, he divides the honors with us
for the efficient telephone service rendered. This is a
splendid record for both Telephone and Insurance Com-
panies. ~

" Mr. Clendenin says; ‘‘The service I get from your
Company is all that I could ask, and on the closing day
of my campaign I used it with wonderful success.”’

Such an opportunity in facilitating business should
be grasped by the public in general in employing co-op-
eration, efficiency and confidence. :

Paris Home Telephone & Telegraph Co.

Incorporated
J. J. VBATCH, Dbistrict Manager.
W. H. CANNON, THOMAS K. SMITH,
Local Manager. Cashler.

We Know You'll Wonder
How We Do It

The talk of the town:

Palm Beach Suits

(the genuine article) in all colors and atyles, $8.50 to
$10.00 values, going at

95
Cash

You’'ll have to hurry, because they’re going fast.

But how or why shouldn’t matter.

SURPRISE SPECIAL No. 2 g
All Our $2.00 and $2.50 Straw Hats 31 45 '

for men, your choiC€...cvvviirinernrnnnnas
See our windows, then hurry in while the pickiag is good.
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